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Better Living Through Chemistry 


Author's Notes: 
IRL, Mr Homme has Bronchitis. Again. At least we get good mileage out of it.. 


Troy tried to tell him the drugs wouldn't work. They never did, anymore. The Doctor told him he'd built up a 


tolerance over the years. Sounded plausible. 


Josh tilted his head to the side. Pools of color were starting to bleed into the edges of his vision, like an oil 
slick inside his head. He grinned to himself, testing the theory. 


Lean forward. The oil filled his eyes, bringing with it swirling, mingling colors. It rolled and slushed inside his 
head and he laughed. This was excellent. 


Lean back He could feel the oil draining from his eyes, rushing to pool in the back of his head like a drain pan 
beneath a car. No. He didn't like that. It made him feel heavy, unbalanced. 


Lean left. Well, that was to be expected. His right eye, crystal clean, focusing on the figures moving around the 
room, while the left filled and slushed and reflected shining flecks of color. 


Lean right. The kaleidescope returns, filling his right eye and leaving the left with perfect vision. 20:20, they'd 
call it. Funny, Josh always thought he had better vision at 4:20. 


"Josh?" 


He tilted his head back, letting the oil slick drain just enough that he could focus on whoever was addressing 
him. It was Troy, he didn't need eyes to see that. Troy smelt good. Try felt good. Troy's hands were soft, his 
palms worn smooth by the neck of a guitar and the body of a slide. 


"Josh, you're sick. You're getting worse. Hutch is going to drive you to the emergency room, do you understand 


me?" 


Josh laughed, shaking his head and listening to the oil slide back and forth. It sounded like the ocean. His head a 
shell, filled with dirty, slick waves. If he were a bird, it would coat his feathers and break his wings, holding him 


down to drown against the surf. 
He wasn't entirely sure that it wouldn't happen. 


"Troy," he replied, mustering the only words he could find floating on top of his delirium, bobbing in the oily 
waves like little beer bottles. "I'll fuck you..” 


Troy frowned, crouching and folding his arms over his chest. He was still in his street clothes, black pants and 
a black, zip-front jacket. They hadn't gone on stage yet? 


"That's nice, Josh. Come on, you're hallucinating. We need to get you to a doctor." 

Troy was removed from his vision, jerked back by a single string. It looked banded, steely, was it a guitar 
string? He wouldn't have been surprised. He'd always wondered if, inside, Troy was made of guitar parts. If he 
slit his throat, would he find the polished curves of a castor? Would a hand around his dick feel like a hand 
around a wooden neck? 


"Josh! Hey, Josh! Did you just threaten to fuck Troy?" 


Was it Joey? Joey said things like that. Josh squinted, picking out entirely too much hair for his new friend to 
be Joey. 


"You're too Jewish to be Joey." Josh frowned, tilting his head forward. The oil trickled back into his eye 


sockets, easing the pressure on the back of his head. Someone laughed. Mikey? 


"Yeah, that's what they tell me," Mikey grinned, reaching out and patting Josh on the shoulder. "You're sick, 


man. Real sick. Troy wants you to go to a doctor - you going to listen to him?" 


Josh laughed, waving Mikey's concerns away with one hand. He was startled to find that his hand had 
transformed into a long, silver shaft, not unlike the morphing arms of a terminator. Was he a robot? Was this 
virus that had invaded his body more literal than he'd been led to believe? He frowned, twitching his hand. The 
metal shimmered, changing, sliding down his arm and reassembling itself. Cool. He could do anything with this. 
Slide it over Jesse's lips, watch it fill his mouth, fill his throat. Jesse always teased him that he wasn't enough, 
that he never filled him up.he could do it now. 


"What's he doing with his hand?" someone asked. Someone slight, thin, soft spoken and hardly there at all 


"Dean!" Josh yelled, his voice cracking and his throat screaming for silence. Odd. He waved his hand again, willing 


the next shape to form. Something he could use on Dean. 
"Come here, Dean! | found something | didn't know | could do.." 
Dean started to walk forward, before a big, thick arm planted itself across his chest. 


"No," the arm said, the voice sliding from fingers to wrist, from forearm to shoulder, and back into the mouth. 


Darker skin, tattoos, black hair.Joey! 


"Josh.hey, man." Joey crouched in front of his chair, resting one hand on Josh's knee. "We've canned the show 


tonight. You're sick, man, really sick. We're taking you to a hospital whether you like it or not, okay?" 
Josh sighed softly, letting his head hang between his shoulders as Joey lifted him, helped by rough hands and 
long, graying hair. It was Hutch, he knew the way the desert smelled, but Josh didn't care. They'd canceled the 


show? But it was going to be so good! He was going to show everyone what he could do with his hand.. 


#4 
Josh groaned, opening his eyes and taking a deep breath. There..was something in his nose. Something hard. He 
lifted a hand, feeling along thin, flimsy plastic tubing. Was there a tube in his nose? 


"Oh, what the fuck.." he groaned, his tongue swollen and his mouth thick with cotton He swallowed, coughing 


and sitting up a little, finally daring to open his eyes. how could one room be so white? 


"Josh, sit back, for god's sake, before they sedate you again," said a very familiar voice. Josh blinked, straining 
against the artificial light, finally focusing on Troy. He was wearing a very white suit. 


"Nice to see you dressed for the occasion." Josh coughed, leaning back and closing his eyes again. When he 


opened them, he could see much clearer. 


Dean and Mikey stood by the door, grinning around the straws of what appeared to be juice boxes. Joey sat 
behind Troy, eyebrows raised, and Troy stood at the side of his bed. Josh cleared his throat, frowning. 


"What the fuck happened to me?" 
"You did it again, you idiot," Troy folded his arms over his chest, and Josh noticed idly that his cuff links 
matched the red and white striped tie around his neck. Troy was always good for remembering the priorities in 


a tine of crisis. 


"You worked and worked, and wouldn't listen to us, and ended up running yourself to the bone. You have 


pneumonia again, you great big, fucking." 
He trailed off, pulled back by Joey, who smiled and very firmly sat him down in the chair he'd just vacated. 


"What he means to say," he offered, sliding his hands into his pockets and leaning beside Josh's bed. "Is that we 


were very worried about you, man. You got to stop doing this to yourself.” 


Josh nodded, his eyes rolling a little as he tried to sit up. That, apparently, was a few steps further down the 


chain of recovery. 


"What happened?" he asked, curling his fingers around a pulse monitor, realizing that it was, in fact, easier to 


breathe than it had been for several days. "I remember something about canceling the show, and Hutch.. 
Mikey grinned, draining the last of the liquid from the small box in his hand and tossing it into a trash can. 
"You were delirious, man. Out of it. You were saying some pretty fucked up things...” 

Josh frowned, managing to sit up a few inches. To his surprise, Troy had turned scarlet. 

"What did | say?" 

Joey cleared his throat, grinning behind his fist and patting Josh's shoulder, helping him to lay down once more. 
"We'll tell you soon, man. Once you get your strength back, and Jesse shows up. We'll..yeah, we'll tell you later.” 


eR 


